CHRISTMAS   PRESENTS

PERSONALLY, I am all in favour of Christmas presents.
It seems to me that they are very nearly the only remain-
ing signs that we dwellers in the modern nightmare love one
another. And when I see the thought, the anxious care, and
the charming kindness that take shape in the contents of a
parcel, and the delight which those contents so generously
give to the recipient, I believe the world is a good place and
life is worth living.
These remarks may cause you to imagine me a greedy man,
counting his own parcels with a miser's eye. Nothing could
be more unjust. We are, as they say, three in family; and if
you visited our home on Christmas morning before we were
awake (if you wished to find us still asleep you would have
to come very early), you would see one colossal pile of
packages, one smaller but still respectable and appetising
pile, and one little almost nothing lurking under the lee
of these mightier assemblies. The last, the almost nothing,
is mine.
Long after I have inspected the book, the ties, the box of
Carlsbad plums which our cat, Daisy Buchanan, has bought
with her pocket money (her gifts are always edible), the
electric torch, the slippers, and the beautiful new pipe which
is the best of all, I can hear the fevered tearing of brown
paper, the impatient cries, the gasps, the ecstatic squeals of
the youngest member of the family, and am called upon to
admire the dazzling bounty of friends and well-wishers
to both my companions.
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